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WHEN Cassidy awoke 
a gray dawn was fil- 
tering into the dingy shack 
where he lay on the packed 
dirt floor. Through the door- 
way he could see the loom- 
ing peaks of the Andes 
Mountains turned rose and 
gold with the rising sun. 
Around the great square 
compound of the Silver Sa- 
tan mine came the stir of 
the day's activities, the 
squealing of burros, the 
clank of the grinding wheel, 
the rustle of the laqitia fires 
rising under the hartna 
ovens where the silver ore 
would be roasted. 

Business as usual. Cassidy 
thought bitterly. Not even 
his scheduled murder could 
interrupt the endless produc- 
tion of silver. He sat up, and 
the rustle of his movement 
brought the shadow of one 
of the Indian guards to the 
doorway. The Indian was a 
sierra or mountain Indian, 
squat and ugly, with a sin- 
ister pocked face. 

"Come on," Cassidy in- 
vited through his teeth. 
"Stick your ugly puss a lit- 
tle closer and I'll be happy 
to change it for you." 

The Indian fingered his 
gun in silence, his stare as ' 
malevolent and unblinking 
as a snake's. A shiver 
touched Cassidy's spine. He 
knew at least three other 
Indians were just out of 
sight, standing tireless guard 
around the shack. The Coon 
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Squad. Cassidy called them. 
He didn't laugh when he 
said it. Death, the kind they 
could mete out, was no 
laughing matter. 

Footsteps sounded and 
Streicher appeared in the 
doorway, a great bronzed gi- 
ant of a man in boots and 
faded shorts, with the gun- 
heavy cartridge belt girdling 
his trunk. He looked down 
at Cassidy and spoke heavi- 
ly. "This is it, Cassidy. Or 
have you decided to get 
smart and play along?" 

Cassidy bared his teeth in 
a humorless grin. "You 
heard me the first time, 
Streicher. I was sent up here 
by the American Silver Cor- 
poration to find out why the 
Silver Satan had suddenly 
quit producing silver." 

AND now you know," 
Streicher said. "The 
Satan hasn't quit producing. 
I simply got tired of turning 
a fortune over to somebody 
else. I'm keeping the silver 
for myself — and what are 
they going to do about it? 
Uf here I'm king. I can call 
up a hundred tough Indians 
to back any play I want to 
make. Tbe only way your 
outfit could overthrow me 
would be to send an Army — 
and the Peruvian govern- 
ment won't send soldiers 
this fa* to accommodate a 
foreign corporation. Come 
on to breakfast." 

He turned and strode to- 



ward his hut and Cassidy 
followed, his muscles crawl- 
ing at the knowledge that at 
any moment a knife might 
hurtle into his back. There 
was no hope of his escaping. 
Without gun or knife he 
couldn't get a mile through 
that jungle. Meanwhile it 
was Stretcher's grim pleas- 
ure to treat him like a guest. 

Breakfast was waiting on 
Streicher's veranda. As they 
sat down the big man said, 
"Get smart. Cassidy. I could 
use you. Stay on my side 
and we'll defy the world up 
here. I'm a god to these In- 
dians. They never saw any- 
one as big and strong as I 

ffTVUTS." Cassidy said, 
spooning up his chupe. 
"I'm not a rat. When I take 
a man's pay, I give him 
loyalty." 

Red rage flooded Streich- 
er's face. His fist lashed out 
and Cassidy went back, tak- 
ing half the veranda railing 
with him. He got up slowly, 
taut with helpless fury. 
Streicher stood over him, all 
pretense of good nature 
gone. "You asked for it, Cas- 
sidy, and you'll get it. To- 
night I'm entertaining a new 
Indian tribe. To prove I'm 
superhuman, I'll let them see 
me tear you to bits. It'll 
make quite an impression on 
them. Now get out of my 
sight." 

As the day wore on Cas- 
sidy paced the compound, al- 
ways shadowed by the 
watchful Indians. His posi- 



tion was hopeless. Streicher 
was a madman, obsessed by 
hia lust for power and 
wealth. Even if Cassidy 
could kill him, the Indians 
would still bar his escape. If 
there were only some way to 
dominate the Indians. But 
they respected only two 
things, might and fear. That 
was Streicher's hold over 
them. 

Pacing feverishly, Cassidy 
passed the storehouse where 
an Indian was marking 
Quicksilver flasks with a dab 
of silver paint. Suddenly a 
light exploded in his eyes as 
an idea hit him. It was a slim 
and dangerous plan, but the 
only ray of hope he had seen. 
It might work. If not, he was 
no worse off than before. 

An hour later when Cas- 
sidy went into his prison hut, 
he carried the half-empty 
can of silver paint inside his 
shirt. He thought he saw 
the Indians eyeing the sus- 
picious bulge but he could 
not be sure. It was all a gam- 
ble, now. 

W ONG shadows were fill- 
ing the compound now 
and out of those shadows 
came flitting shapes, Indians 
arriving for the night's cer- 
emonies. Time was drawing 
pitifully short. In a dark 
corner of the hut Cassidy 
threw off his shirt. Then he 
pried open the paint can. 
poured some onto his palm 
and began to smear his chest 
with silver paint. 

His chest was almost cov- 
ered when a shadow dark- 
ened the doorway and 
Streicher's voice roared, "So! 
Juan said you were up to 
something. Smart, aren't 
you?" He snatched the paint 
can, booted Cassidy to the 
ground. "Going to paint 
yourself silver and try to sell 
the Indians the idea you're a 
god, eh? Too bad it didn't 
work." He kicked at Cassidy 
again and then strode out. 

Hunched on the dift floor. 
Cassidy looked down at his 
silver-smeared chest and a 



slow grin broks over his 
face. Things were working 
out exactly as he had plan- 
ned. There was hope at last. 

It was inky dark when the 
Indian guards came and 
dragged him out. A big fire 
roared in front of Streicher's 
shack and blanketed figures 
sal around it. gnawing at 
chunks of roast. The big 
man was feeding them well. 
Now would come the bloody 
entertainment. Cassidy was 
shoved roughly forward and 
then he saw Streicher. 

The big man moved slow- 
ly out of the shadows. He 
had stripped to a breech- 
clout and from head to foot 
his massive rippling body 
was painted a glistening sil- 
ver. Even his hair gleamed 
with the stuff. As the fire- 
light struck him. a great 
gasp of awe came from the 
watching Indians. 

CTREICHER looked at 
Cassidy and his lips 
curled. "Thanks for the idea, 
sucker. It's just what I need- 
ed. The Silver Satan will 
now prove his power by tear- 
ing you to pieces. Go ahead 
and fight back. It'll make it 
look better to the audience." 

He advanced on Cassidy. 
his massive arms curved and 
waiting, bloodlust glinting in 
his eyes. No ordinary man 
could last five minutes 
against his great brute 
strength. 

Suddenly Cassidy threw 
back his head and laughed. 
The sound of that laugh 
stopped Streicher. sent a rip- 
ple of fear through the In- 
dians. What manner of man 
could so laugh at death? 

Cassidy laughed and then 
raised his hand, pointing his 
fingers at Streicher as 
though making a mystic 
pass. Streicher blinked and 
scowled and then began to 
advance, muttering under his 
breath. His big face had a 
slack, stupid look. jCassidy 
began to back slowly around 
the fire, laughing, pointing 
his empty fingers. 



Streicher followed but his 
legs seemed uncertain. He 
stumbled and once he stop- 
ped, shaking his big head 
as though to clear it. The 
Indians sat like frozen stat- 
ues. Around the fire they 
went, around and around. 
Streicher was stumbling, 
now, with every step, reel- 
ing and staggering, the 
sound of his breath was an 
anguished wheeze in the 
tense silence. 

Without any warning 
Streicher fell. He went down 
heavily, like an axed tree, 
and lay unmoving in the fire- 
light. 

Cassidy whirled then, his 
laughter ringing out, and 
pointed his fingers at the as- 
sembled Indians. With wild 
shrieks of terror they 
whirled and fled into the 
night, away from the invis- 
ible menace of the white 
man's magic that had slain 
the Silver Satan before their 
bulging eyes. In a moment 
the compound was empty, 
except for Cassidy and the 
motionless Streicher. 

g^ASSIDY bent over the 
big man, then. "Streich- 
er, can you hear me? Maybe 
1 can save your life. Maybe 
..." He stopped, then, be- 
cause he saw that it was too 
late. Streicher was dead. 

Cassidy rose and mopped 
his face. His legs felt wob- 
bly and his heart pounded 
with reaction. "Whew," he 
said aloud. "I used to hear 
that story about the circus 
performer who covered his 
whole, body with gilt paint 
and died from it. because the 
paint clogged his pores. I 
didn't believe it then. I be- 
lieve it now. But I was 
lucky I could trick Streicher 
into painting himself. I fig- 
ured if 1 gave him the idea, 
he'd try it and kill himself 
by closing his own pores. 
And scare the Indians into 
thinking I had stronger ma- 
gic than his. It worked, but 
it was too close for comfort." 
THE END 



